
Ink 3,500 Years Old
4 SAMPLE of dried black ink from an inkstand of the

time of Amenhotep III., 3,500 years ago, has been
analyzed. The ink contained no iron, its pigment being
composed entirely of carbon.

The Ancient Origin of Beer
????? Egyptians have the credit of being tho finit
* inventors of beer. They called it the Pclujiiao
liquor, because It was first made at Pelusium. a city near
the mouth of the Nile, about 1,200 years, before the
Christian era.
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CHAPTER I.
THE Fortune Hunter sat at

the top of a five-barred
gate, his hat at the back of

his head, idly tapping his rather

shabby brown boots with a rough
stick which he had pulled from
e hedge.

It was his elght-and-twentieth
birthday and he had exactly
elght-and twenty shillings in th-·

World. Perhaps It was this fact
that was responsible for the pre¬

occupied look on his face and his
total oblivion to the fact that the

top of the gate was bordered with
barbed wire to the excetHling
danger of his already well-worn
suit.

It was a warm evening In

early September. The trees all
around were beginning to be

faintly tinged with autumn col¬

oring from the bed of the river

Which flowed by the other side of
the field at his back.
Eight and-twenty shillings. The

Fortune Hunter took the coins
from his pocket, looked at them,
laughed and Jingled them back

again.
He bad been in many tight

corners during the past ten years
of his roving life, and had always
managed to struggle out of them,
but today somehow his usual op¬
timism seemed to have failed him.

Perhaps it was the silence all
around that depressed him, for at

any rate he sighed.a most un¬

usual thing for the Fortune
Htmter to do.and passed u hand
Wearily across his eyes.
For a fortnight now he hai
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tramped England, waiting for
something to turn up, for he was

a firm believer In his luck, and
this was the first time he had
allowed himself even to consider
the possibility that it might be

going to fail him after all these

years.

He Was Hungry.
To begin with, he was hungry,

and hunger makes a man,a pessi¬
mist more quickly than anything
on earth, but tfiere was a sort of

unwillingness In his heart tu

break into that last eight-an.l-
twenty shillings until he was Ab¬

solutely forced to do so.

When things were at their
worst something always turned

up.or such at least, had always
been the cose with him, and with
the sort of feeling that he must

get away from his thoughts in I

shake off his growing depression,
the Fortune Hunter Jumped down
from the gate and started walk¬
ing up the road again.
He was a tall man, and he

looked like a gentleman In spite
of the fact that his clothes were

shabby and his boots wanted

heeling. Yet there was sn unde¬

niable air of breeding about him,
and he walked with a fine, atn-

letic swing, despite his weariness.
His hair was short cropped and

showed touches of gray here and

there, and his face was burnt
by exposure to sun and weather.
For a fortnight he hau slept

in woods or barns, or out in the

hedges; anything served him for
a bed; he hud roughed it in all
four corners of the world, and
never quarreled with the pillow
provided by circumstance.
? little further on the road

forked; one way, leading straight
along, was evidently the main
road, and the other, turning into
?« narrower path, ultimately end¬
ing in a shady wood.
The Fortune Hunter hesitated,

then turned into the wood, where
neither heat nor dust had pene-
trattid, and everything was cool
and fresh.
He took off his hat and let the
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soft air beat on his forehead,
walking mechanically along until
suddenly he tripped and almost
fell over an obstacle half hidden
in the thick bracken overhanging
the narrow footpath.
The Fortune Hunter recovered

himself and awore good-naturedly,
dancing down to aee what had
tripped him: then hla face changed
and he caught hla breath on a
muttered ejaculation aa he aaw

the huddled form of a man lying
face downward amongst the green
undergrowth.
"Drunk!" waa hla first thought,

and he half moved aside to pass
on. Then some Inexplicable im¬
pulse restrained him, and, stoop¬
ing down, he pulled the tall brack¬
en aside, peering more closely at
the pros-rate figure.
Another se« «nid and he was on

his kneea beside it, hit deft brown
hands feeling under the «>.-«t for
a heart-beat, hit tanned face pule
with terror. For the man was

deed.
The Fortune Hunter had teen

death too many times to he mis¬
taken, but It gave him an un¬

usual shock to have come across

It here In the heart of a shady
Knsrlish wood.

The Dead Youth.
Turning the dead man gently

over on his back, he looked Into
his face. Quite a young face It
was and not unlike his own, he

thought vaguely, with ita clean-
shaven lips and smooth tkin, from
which tven death had not been
able to obliterate the tan.

He wore a rough tweed tult
that looked rather Colonial In cut,
and a toft hat lay a little distance
off in the bracken.
The Fortune Hunter rose lo hla

feet and stood looking around him
with a feeling of helplessness.
What ought he to do. Inform the
police he tuppoted. He turned
hit eyes «again to the at ill form
at hla feet.
Whatever the cause of death, It

had come peacefully enough, for
the face waa quite calm and un-

lined by pain, and the lipa a little
parted aa If In tleep.

If only tome one would come

along! The Fortune Hunter had
no idea how tar he wat from the
marest village, but he wat turn¬
ing to retrace hit ttept to the
main road, when he caught eight
of a bulky package lying almoat
at hla feet.
He stooped and picked It up.

It wat a thabby leather pocket-
book, held together with an elat-
tlc hand and bulging with papera
or lettera.
The Fortune Hunter turned It
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over uncertainly; then, with a lit¬

tle shrug of the shoulders, he

pulled off the band and glanced
through the contente.
There were a lot of pencil notes

that aeemed to relate to n«jíh!nt(
in particular, and Jottings of
various sums of money; a few

letters, all In the same wr.tlng;
an old photograph of a girl with

hair tumbling about her shvulder*.
and on the flyleaf of the iKXket-
book a name, evidently the name

of the (huid man, written in u

sprawly hand:
"John Smith."
The Fortune Hunter smiled grim¬

ly. He had known manv "John
Smiths" In his wand.-r.iigs, but
seldom had it been the rightful
name of the man who claimed it;
and it was with the iilea of find¬
ing some further means of lilen
tlf.cation that he unfold«'d one of
the letters and glanced casuaiiy
through It.

It was obviously written by a

woman, and bore a date four
months previous:
"My dear John.I know you

will think that 1 have been a

long time answering your last
letter, but now you will soon be
home again I am beginning to (te

afraid.
"Ten years is S long lime.and

I was only eighteen when you
went away. Supiioslng you don't
like me any more? Supposing I
don't like you? Oh, I know there
haa been nobody else for either of
ua since, but I am afraid all the
same.* I waa a child when you
went away, and now I am a
woman, except when I look back
on the days with you and realize
how far away they really are.
"You must be patient w.th me,

won't you? Don't expect too great
things from me at first, although
In spite of the fear I am longing
to aee you, and somenow m my
heart I think.I feel sure.it will
be all right. · · · I ahan't
write again.you will be home be¬
fore you could get another letter.
So It'a Just au revoir, dear.

"ANNE."
The Fortune Hunter shrugged

hit shoulders and glanced again
at the heading on the paper:
"Cherry Lodge, Somerton-on-

Thames.''
Not to very far trway then! He

had a vague Idea that he had
teen a signpost to Somerton as
he had tramped the laat weary
mile. He thrust the lettera and
shabby case Into his pocket and
turned onto the main road.
"8omehow in my heart I feel

aure it will be all r.ght-" The
worda echoed through hla mind
rather plteously.

Well, whoever "Anne" was, the
dread meeting with John Smith
would never take place now, for
John Smith lay dead In the ailent
wood, with the tall bracken bend¬
ing above him.
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oil«! how deserted the road waa.

It etretched before the Fortune
Hunter dusty and i-nip.y aa he
quickened hla tired atepa, anxious
now to be rid of the rcsj>onslb;Uty
of his discovery. But lu half a

mil·· he had failed to meet one

pedestrian, though the road had
curled about unti it had brought
him parallel with the river, flow¬
ing s lently by, bathed in the late
evening light
Some distan«·«- ahead the figure

of a girl in a punt was clearly
silhouetted against the sky, and
the Fortune Hunter gave a l.ttle
growl of satisfaction as he real¬
ized that be could not now be far
from a village.
He watched the girl with a cur¬

ious sense of satisfaction; she and
the (|iii«-t river scene Were so

typlcaily Knidlsh. and he felt all
at once how good It was to be
home aK.'i u.if one could call a

country home, wherein a niun had
neither friends nor money.
The girl wore a white frock

with short shi-vce, and the rays
of the sinking sun glittered on

her hair, turning It to gold, as her
slim l«tdy moved with slow grace,
propell.ng the little |Hint up¬
stream.
There was someone with her.a

man or bo*/. The-Fortune Hunter
could not be sure which, for the
figure was stooping over the tide
of the punt, watching something
In the water; and across the sil¬
ently-flowing river the man on the
roadway could hear their voices
distinctly through the still eve¬

ning.
"If you'd only sit still. Tommy.

You can't reach them . do.
please." And then came a thrill
scria.? snd a stifled cry, at the
punt seemed to lurch violently.
A Life Saved.
The girl swayed dangeroutly,

only recovering herself with a

tremendous effort, but the other
figure tumbled headlong Into the
water, without apparently mak.ng
the least attempt to save him¬
self.
"8erve him right!" thought the

Fortune Hunter grimly, and stood
still for a moment waiting for It
to reappear.
Put the seconds passed, and be¬
yond a sort of swirl Where the
boy had disappeared there waa no
algn.
The girl waa on her knee* In

the punt now, tcreamlng helpless¬
ly, and, all at once, the Fortune
Hunter aeemed to realise that the
matter was serious and that the
boy waa in danger of drowning.
He ran along the road till he

was almost abreast of the drifting
punt, then he kicked off hla ahoea.

flung his Jacket aside and plung¬
ed into the river.
The girl saw him and stretched

agonized hands to him. "Oh,
save him.save him! Ho can't
swim.he's a cripple."
The Fortune Hunter was a

powerful swimmer, and the dis¬
tance was nothing to him, but
when he reached the boy.a lad
about seventeen.It was not such
an easy matter to bring him to

shore.
But he managed It st last, and

clambered out with the weed In

his huir and water dripping from
him.
The girl had regained her self-

control and brought the punt to

the bank, but she was very pals,
and Ikt voice shook as she knelt

down beside the exhausted boy.
"Oh, Tommy! Oh. are you all

right? Oh. Tommy.I was so ter¬

rified · · ·"

She tried to put her arms

around the boy's drenched figure,
but he repelled her almost
roughly.

"¡shut up!" he choked. "!>>ave
me alone. It was your fault; you
ought to have balanced the
beastly boat better."
He looked a miserable enough

object as he sat there In the long
grass, shivering and shaking,
und the Fortune Hunter felt a

wave of contempt as he plck«»d
up the coat he had flung aside
and calmly proceeded to put It on
over his wet shirt.
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The Story of an Adventurer, Who,
Finding a Body in the Woods, Had

the Identity of the Dead Man
"Wished Upon" Him.

Tin- girl gave a little cry of *

horror.
"You're not going! You can't

go like that! You'll take your
death of cold. Oh, please! W-J
live quite close.you must come

In and get dry."
The Fortune Hunter laughed.
"I don't take cold easily." hit

careless gaze wandered over tha
Kirl's concerned face, and, real z-

lng its attraction, he added more

graciously: "You're very kind.
at any rate I wjjl help you home
with · · · your brother?"
"Yes, I am sure wp can never

thank you. You saved his llf».
Oh, Tommy, what should we have
done ,f ^nobody had come along?"
The boy laughed harshly.
"I should have drowned, that's

all." He began to hoist himself
up from the grasa with difficulty
and the Fortune Hunter put a

strong arm round him and lifted
him to his feet. *

"Lenn on me," he said, "I can

carry you If you like, but · · ·'

"Thank j-o,u. I can walk." wat
the ungracious response. But he
was glad of a helping hand be¬
fore they had gone very far. ard
presently, without a word, the
Fortune Hunter picked him up
bodily and carried him the re¬

mainder of the way, the water
running tiom both of them in

uncomfortable little rivuleta, leuv
ing a trail along the dutty road.

The Girl's Home, ?
The girl followed tllently. From

time to time she kept looking at
the Fortune Hunter with queer,
half-scared glances, and when
they reached the houae ehe ran
ahead and opened the gate, etani
lng aside to let him naaa. It wit
an old-fashioned house, with Ivy-
colored walla and a garden slop-
nx down to the river. Tuba
filled with ivy geraniuma bor
dered the terrace, and airiped
sun blinds were drawn over th·
windows ot the house. ,

"The Fortune Hunter cast aewlft
glance around him and wondered
If thla was the turn In hla luck
for which he had been waiting.
He followed the girl into the

hall. It waa cool and shady and
rose scented, and he put hla bur¬
den down gently.
"You'd better have a hot bath

at once," he said casually. "A
ducking doesn't hurt me, I'm ueed
to roughing It, but you · · ·"

The boy limped away toward the
atalrs without answering: he was

an ungracious sort of youth, and
his thin, delicate face waa fretful
and ill-tempered.
The girl looked up at the For¬

tune Hunter as he moved to the
door.

(To Be Continued MondayJ

Uaaaig* "&»iro U «W

»
You SAVE when you buy

SALADA?
The Best is Always the Most Economical

- 300 Delicious Cups toa Pound -

BLACK orane« p.koeBleed) MIXED and GREEN
Sold in Sealed Metal Packets Only.

^Ambassador
Atlantic City

Famed for
Its Food,
Service,
Hospitality

Jhe m/&s Jfost %eautifu/7l)esoitJfote/
Cast Care Aside.'.'.'
Come to Atlantic City for rest and recreation. This is the most
ilorious season of the year in The City-of'Sunshine by the Sea.
A week, or even a4ew days, at the «Ambassador, will do you as

much^good as an ocean voyage. America's great thinkers and
doers come here throughout the fall and winter to relax, to play,
to get inspiration.

-it is a wonderfulThe salt sea oione.crisp, sparkling, wine-like
tonic

The Ambassadors Ocean Decks
exhilarate like those of a liner.
[he golf season is st its height during November and December,
\mbassador guests have the privileges of two 18-hole courses.

Eight hundred outside rooms, each with private bath; fresh and
salt water. Single rooms, $5.00 upward; double rooms, $8.00
upwand.
Only sea-water swimming pool under hotel roofin the world, in
charge of champion wonan swimmer, who instructs guests.
Write for booklet and floor flan.

THE AMBASSADOR HOTELS SYSTEM
THE AMBASSADOR

Niw Yoat Ott
THE AMBASSADOR

Atvaktic Cm

THE AMBASSADOR
' oe ???ß«

THE ALEXANDRIA
Lot ANOtLM


